THE LITTLE GIRL…

The story is told by Jefferson's daughter herself...
Here is the story's of Jefferson's family... Mr Dean and his wife Margaret had only one child, a daughter called Marisa. She was just 10 years old. The little family and their dog called Sammy had left Texas because Dean had a new job in Michigan...
That day, on July 20th 2002, Jefferson's family visited their new house, located in the forest with no
neighbours. A little quiet place...
"It was a very old house, a 1950's house... It was very big and made of wood. In front of the house, there was a deep well, with water inside it. As soon as I arrived, I could feel that something was out of place... Why was a beautiful house like that lost and deserted in the forest? The night was falling, I fell asleep in my new bedroom... The following day, I decided to play with Sammy in the garden, I threw a piece of wood and he fetched it and gave it to me, we always played this game in my old house... But after three or four throws Sammy took time to come back so I looked for him. He was a little farther away and was digging a hole in the ground. He discovered a bronze plate, there was a name on it, "Mc Dyclan", and above a syringe was drawn. The evening arrived, I went home... I was playing with my doll in my room when I heard water running from the tap, always repeating the same sound «tic tic». I've got my own bathroom and when I entered the room the tap was turning alone and the water was dropping into the bath-tub little by little then stopped... I didn't say anything to my parents and I went to sleep. It was the weekend, the bronze plate found the day before intrigued me. I then borrowed my parents' computer and sought information about «Mc Dyclan». He was a famous surgeon. Seeking advanced methods, he practised these experiments on corpses in agreement with the mortuary of the city... That night, I fell asleep with shivers, thinking that corpses were formerly cut out in this house... In the middle of the night I awoke in a start, creaks and squeaks in the corridor gave me the shivers again. I opened the door and I saw a little girl the same age as myself, but she was wearing 1950's clothes, she was surrounded by a thick white light and she was repeating the name «Amy», then disappeared...
I'm afraid that it was not a dream... The sun was already rising, my parents were still working in the house and didn't have time for me. I then went back on the internet to see what this «Mc Dyclan» had become. He died in 1972 in an asylum where he had been interned after the death of his 10 year old daughter called... Amy... That night, like the next ones, I always had the same dream... I saw Amy running and crying. She was leaving my house then she fell into the well, she had a terrorized expression. The weekend was now over, my parents weren't at home all day, this day there was a fog, a thick fog all day long... I was alone with Sammy close to the fireplace in the living room. Suddenly I heard barks, however there wasn't any house around for several kilometres, the barks were close, too near to my liking. I silently walked in the corridor in order to discover where they came from. Then a small door under the staircase opened, I had never seen this door before... It led to a cellar, it was very dark and cold... It was a gloomy place... My heart beat extremely fast especially when a small wind crossed the room. Amy was there and this time she spoke to me... She explained me that her father spent all his days in this room, always trying to find some cure against cancer, because her mother died of a cancer and he hadn't been able to save her...
I asked her then why I dreamt of her, she simply wanted someone to know the truth because her body was never found. I asked her then why she had left the house while screaming.
She told me that she had a dog like my Sammy, he was her only friend… But that day, her father became mad and killed her dog in this place. That's why since 1960, the year of her death, she bas been haunting this house looking for her dog without whom she could never rest in peace... Her father had buried the body of the animal in the fireplace and had placed the ashes in a small box which he buried under the flooring of the big corridor with her dog's photograph... But for all these years she hadn't found enough energy to be able to open the flooring and when she saw me, me and Sammy, it was as if we were chosen for her, a chance for her to finally leave this place. For a spirit she was so nice that I wanted to help her, I found the small box with the photograph very quickly... Under the box I found a short yellow newspaper article... Inside it said: «"When two beings who love each other with all their heart, are separated by death, the only means of comforting these broken hearts is to join them together in death".

It was a very old text and a little hard to understand but I had understood what remained for me to do... Nobody knew besides me that the remainders of Amy's body were in the well and that's why there was still water in this well after all this time. I left with the box, Sammy followed me, and Amy was there close to the well. I poured the ashes in the well, suddenly the fog disappeared, Amy and her dog were there, I saw on her face a deep relief... She was in peace and thanked me. They left in dazzling harmony and light. Amy came back one more time to me and smiled. Many people say that we forget with time but nothing is never forgotten, we live with it and Amy was the proof. For all these years she kept waiting, hoping, and I could never forget either..."
